210                      SILENT IS THE VISTULA
nothing like it in all Warsaw. Dead bodies of women and children, of men still wearing the armbands of the Home Anny, lay stacked evenly on both sides of the street, in front of smoking and burning houses We could see gangs of prisoners, under the supervision of Germans, cleaning the streets and piling the corpses in those dreadfully neat stacks.
The lorry dropped us in front of St. Stanislaus' Church, where thousands of people were already gathered Machine guns and soldiers surrounded the crowd on all sides, I shivered. Was there to be a mass execution after all, and not Praszkow for us?
They drove us inside the church. They weeded out all the men, and led them away. Crying and sobbing broke out in the church The women were sure the men would be shot They wailed loudly, desperately. The stench in the church was stifling The Germans had used it as a reshuffling center ever since the fall of Wola, and it was filthy with mud and excrement
Outside a voice called out that we could have water. I found a big can with a string attached to it, and went with four other women to look for it A German guard was posted at the gate of the churchyard.
"Don't go mere alone/* a young voice cautioned me in good Polish, without an accent THbe Ukrainians may cany you off to their barracks. They re a bad lot WeVe had to shoot a few of them already.**
The guard surprised me by his good Polish and his frfeocDy voice. His face seemed familiar. Where could I have seen him befwe? The man wore a Gestapo uniform. I moved on puzzled. And then, in a flash, I remembered that I had met him before and that he was a member of oar Underground. Despite his Gestapo uniform, I was <joite sure that he was one of our men* Hie *t&$tej3QHGaaa* came over to oar little group, and